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Warrrzx on TAE Balxs ob TEE | THAMES 
NEAR ET O N. 


Wu AT voice of low and ſolemn "am 
Comes wafted down the filent fiream ? 


Oh gentle Sleep, till hover round, 
If now the Poet ſhould but dream. 


* — 


11 murmurs ill, with ſecret power 


To | penetrate and melt the heart, 
Ak let an humble Bard implore | 
One blefling, and in peace depart. 


"Tis paſt—and on the evening air 
Calm filence floats, and reigns again, 
Vet ſtill the deep tone fills my ear, 
And runs through every ſecret vein. 


B | Fond 


ce „Fond Youth, it ſaid, whoſe anxious eyes 


cc Still turn with penfive fad delight, 
« Where yon fair ſpires which ſeek the ſkies, 


(2) 


; , 
- ; Mark long:lov'd Eton to the fight. 


& Let gratitude diſſolve thy breaſt, 
cc Yes hold thoſe ſeats for ever dear, 
e But let the figh be till ſuppreſs d, 
4 Nor * theſe waters e a tear. 


«For though you left Content behind, 
« You gain'd ſome gifts of nobler uſe, et 
« A Heart above the world, a Mind” 
No Powys can ave, no bribe ſeduce.” 


O Father of the winding ſtream, 
For ſurely thine this voice muſt be; 
Thoſe tears which you ſo fruitleſs deem, | 
Bring peace and ſweet relief t to me. 
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COS RL, 
Yet warn'd by you my willing heart 
The debt of gratituds ſhall pay, 
For Eton form'd her better part, 
And wall d at leaſt ſome ſtains away. 


! 


If baſe dependance 1 deſpiſe, | 

If ſcorning names by birthright got, 
To fair applauſe I ſtrive to riſe, 
(|, Anxious to grace an humble lot. 


If till to nobler motives true, 

My Muſe contemns the flatterers part; ; 
If pomp and power unaw'd I view, 
And pay my homage to the heart: 


If from theſe ſprings my actions flow, 
If theſe opinions prompt my tongue, : 
My gratitude for all I owe 
To this fair ſource, for hence they ſprung, 
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To THE EVENING STAR. 


Sw EE T is the dewy cloſe of day: 
The hour of penſive thought is come. 
. O faireſt light! no more delay 
Thy mild approach, but dart thy ray 
Along the gathering gloom. 


Some anxious lover waits thee now | p 
To bleſs with all he loves his bower, 
Thankful for this, yet more when thou, 
Propitious to his frequent vow, 
Shalt bring an happier hour. 


__ Bleſt ſpirit !. . fair beams lead on 

. The dim and feeble age of „ 

Alas! too ſoon, when thou art gone, | 

Foul Darkneſs, where thy footſteps ſhone, 
No lightſome trace will leave. 


Thy 


50 
5 Thy voice is on the evening air 
Too ſoft too gentle to alarm 
Calm Silence, ſhedding every where, „„ 
With cautious ſtep and liſtning ear, 3 | ; 
Her ſtill and ſacred cham. RE 


Short is thy hour, ſweet Child of Light! 
Yet leave, Tranquillity behind; a 
Bid Peace attend the coming night, | 1 
1 | With every air that breaths delight, | | | 3 
And huſh each bluſtering wind. | 


For now perhaps her We may ſtray | | 1 


4 Through evening's s calm, whoſe cold diſdain 
Rejects the Poet's humble lay; "SY 13 4 
Ah, teach her eyes a kinder 6 + - 


Though Love ſhould plead i in vain. | | _ 


Ah, bleſs with peace her penfive hour, 
And gently, from thy treſſes bright, 

Thy welcome dews refreſhing pour 

On every ſoft reclining flow'r, 

And check encroaching night. 


60% 
Slow ſteering through che falling gloom, 

Each to his lofty waving neſt, : 
The Rooks, with thickning clamors come, 
From diſtant flights returning home, 

Warn'd by their hour of reſt. 


Each 1 b that cheers the lofttr hours, 
That lead che glagſome day along, 

Now ſeeks his mate, whilſt darkneſs low'rs, 

And yields to fleep his tuneful powers, ; 
"TU mom eee. 


But I, whom grief returning meets, | 
Delight unſeen alone to ſtray, | 
Seek the dark woods obſcure retreats, 
Or mufing Sorrows peafive ſeats, 
And watch the cloſe of tay. 


ODE 
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To TRE THAMES. 


Wurz throꝰ its loyelieſt banks the ſtream 
In all its pride of brightneſs flows, 

Where cloſer willows check the beam 
Which o'er the noon-tide glows, 

The Nymphs of Thames, with fond respect, 
At evening's cool and filent hour; | 
With many a ruſh, and many à flower, 

The Poet's ſeat have deckt. 


Charm'd with the ſong, each blooming ſweet, 
That April-ſhow'rs had ſcattgred round, 

They brought to grace the penſive ſeat, 
And ſtrew'd them o'er the ground: 

The lowly primroſe, wan and pale, 
The freſheſt turf of livelieſt hue, 


The ſwelling bud, and violet blue, 
That ſcents the paſting gale. 
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Say, gentle N ymphs, for Silence there 
| Too long has held her ſullen reign ; ; \ 
Say, will ye now renew your care, 

To grace an humbler ſtrain. 

Of him, the father of the ſtream, _ | 
Whoſe train ye fill, whoſe thouſand ſprings ” 
Supply your urns, the Poet ſings, N 74 

His praiſe ſhall ſwell the theme. | 


I ſee him now, with raptur'd eye, 
Behold fair Egham's honor'd plain“, 
Where Freedom rear'd her banners high, 
And fix'd her future reign. 
Exulting o'er his wat'ry bed, 
| To view thoſe plains, where fearleſs ſtood 
The Sons of England's nobleſt blood, , 
_ he bears his head. N 


„ Runnymede, at no great diſtance from which the Thames 
Ea en BO WHIT, Ah: RL} + 
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Why flow your waters from their ſourco 
So bright > unſtain'd, unſullied 1 4 j 
Why, but that Freedom guides their _— A 4 
Each Eddie (| ports at will. | | 
Whilſt every ſtream of fickly hue, 
Which torpid and confin'd remains 


Its native luſtre ne'er retains, 3 
Nor more delights the view. 


From Egham's plain, whilſt gliding down, 55 
Ah turn once more to view you Race! | 

Of candidates for fair renown, | 
And honour's vacant place ; 

Fair Scions till to virtue train'd, 
Foremoſt to guard with generous er 
F rom public force, or private arts 

Whate'er their Sires have gain d. 


Fair Eton's Sons—again ſalute, F618 i} . 
And bleſs the ſoil with fondeſt love, | 
For Virtue there firſt ſtrikes her root, 


And nought the ſtem ſhall move. 
For 


\ 
- 
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For Learning there, with taſte combin' d, 


4, 7 


CY 


WE 2; Her choiceſt, gifts and pureſt ſtores, 1 | 
Pure as thy ſtream, ſtill freely pours, , . 
| And forms the ſting mind. : 
. 755 Behold, 9 00 Windſor? s tow ring height, 4 


High riſing o'er thoſe lowly ſeats, 
Surveys thy ſtream, where, loth to quit 
The Muſes lov'd retreats, 
And turning oft paſt charms to view, E 
Your winding ſtream you lead along, N 1 
And mindful of ſome former ſong, 
Delay the laſt adieu. 


Yer linger til, full lowly wing. 
For ſoon ſhall London's fpires appear, | 
Till griev'd to leave fair Kent behind, | 
The mournful Naiads ter ERS 
To briny waves converts the ſtream; 7 05 Si 
Yet, as you paſs, hid peace to me 
Beneath the ſhade, for thou ſhalt, be 77 
The Poet's penbive theme. 
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Here, where the Naiads grateful care, | 
On Windſor's banks have ſtrew'd a ſeat, 0 
| Peyfive Il woo the Evening r, e 
And from the lone retreat, 
„ Breathe oer thy filent Waves 3 ſtrgin, 
' Whoſe numbers if you deign to hear, + - 
ROS oft, I'll court thine ear, "= 
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; In yonder wood, where, unconfin'd, . 
Fair Nature roves ſtill wild and free, 
f i Subdued of old by ſome rude wind, | 
| | Low lies a willow tree, | . 


By the thick ſhade which once it gave, 
Obſcur'd no more, the lucid ſtream 
Now rolls in light its filent wave, 
Bright with the morning's beam. 


5 
The neighbouring trees, which round it ſpread, 
Wide ofer the trunk their branches bend, . 
As warriours o'er the hero dead, _ 
ProteCting ſhields extends 
4d 0 


(13 )* 

My choice to Pleaſure's wanton charms, 
To thrones of glittering majeſty ;: 
To Fame's high ſeat, or Love's ſoft arms, 

Prefers this willow tree. 5 


There oft the Moon's blue courſe I watch, ; 
There view, whilſt Silence hovers round, 


The paffing ſtream, and, muſing, catch 
Its circling eddie's ſound, + 


O ſweet Tranquillity! the breeze _ 
Then wafted is thy breath . ieee 

Thine ear the mourner's prayer ſhall, pleaſe," | 

And peace ſhall there be mine. 4 


9 


Sweet Maid d Heaven ! on that fair ſtream 

Thy ſpirit then delights to dwell, 

Whilſt Silence, by the Moon's pale beam, 
Deſerts her lonely cell. 5 
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0, do bos from my foorfleps turn f 
Diſturb'd, ke peace retire with thee; | 
For ſtill thy plexfarit 124 60 dear, 19.5 
I ſeek the willow tre. 


Ott vir my” friend, thotigh long tetoy,” 


Thbougff deat above the wot to- me:, 


My ſoul, F Arm ac 2 


Sighs for the willow trees 


Blame not my mind, which fotis the round 


8 var : 81 10 Hav 1 
Of chearful ſwert ſwelety, 


For, led by Nature, tu f Wen 220 ant T 


Peace at the wiffoi? tide; | OE TIE HEE. 
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O 5 * * „219 
To TRE M 0 0 N. 

O Faireſt beam of heavenly li gut;, 
That lead'ſt the ſtarry train of 3 2A 

Calm Silence ſmooths thy tranquil viel 
And ea rac loves thy ray. " £1 
When you your ſilver beams deny, 
All baleful ſpirits fill the ky 5 


The deſart blaſt, - a watry ſtorm. 0 "wy 2 


But when you reign, the ſhadowy: train 
Of fairy footſteps mark the plain; 
And dimly, by thy beams ferene, 
The ghoſts of lovers oft are ſcen- 


8 | 0 16 9 


When thou art hence, the night-owl ſcreams, 
The loathſome bat, that all day dreams, 


Creeps from ſome long-forgotten room, 


To revel in a A gloom. 
N MN ＋ 


But when thy ene, ever bright, 2 N 
Rolls through the filent calm of night, 

Still to the nightingale's ſoft ſung, REES 
In earnings low, you move along. | 
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Oh, come then with thy clouds of ſnow, 
Light floating as the ſoft winds blow ; | 
Oh come, and through night's chearleſs gloom, 
Shed one mild tray on yonder tomb. L 


Thoſe ſtones, Palemon's bones eneloſe, 
The peace of Heaven's in his repoſe; 

Thy whitening ray, ah gently ſhed, 
On poor Palemon's lowly bed. 
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Till piercing through the deeper night, 
That ſeals his eyes, a purer light 
Shall burſt the bonds of mortal clay, 
When thou thyſelf ſhalt fade away. 
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Fon an ALTAR 10 VENUS. 


Bur ORE this ſhrine let none appear, 
Without ſome gift by Love made r; ; 


Some pledge to gain the myſtic ring, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 


Sweet Maiden, hither roſes bear, 
And move the Goddeſs in your prayer. 
To make their fading late and flow, 
And till to thee like grace to ſhow. 


— 


But you, fair Bride, muſt offer here, 
The Myrtle green through all the year; 


And pray that no cold chill may blaſt 
Her leaves, which elſe muſt ever laſt; 


o — And 
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\ 619 ) 
And till with vows and duty meet, 
Like favour for yourſelf intreatz 
For nothing but difguſt's cold chill! 
Your laſting chaſte delights can kill. 


The favourite lock, whoſe ſnates ſurpriſe, * 


45 


Once floating on the wind's light wing, 


Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 


The Ivy, bough that loves to twine, | 
The ſoft arms of the moſſy Vine, 
And all the breath of flowery ſpring, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring, 


If now thy bridal night be nigh, 

In hopes that ſwift the hours may fly, 
Loos'd from the molting Turtle's wing, 
The ſofteſt plumes, ſweet Maiden, bring. 
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Great 
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Great venus will the gift receive, 
And to the lagging hours will give 
The preſent, that their quick ned flight 
May ſooner bring the happy night. 


\ 


But if for ſome falſe youth, you pine, 
Engrave upon the ſacred Nine 0 
His name with thine in eyphers twin 7M L 
And pray that thus your loves be join'd. 


But leave the pale ſad willow here, 
And let thy off' ring be a tear . | 
Great Venus in that tear ſhall mix 
A charm, his faithleſs heart to fix. 


Soft tokens giv'n with ſofter ſighs, 
Sad lines read o'er with wat'ry eyes; 
And ſongs, which no rude voice can ſing, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 


Fore all, to make ſucceſs your own, 
Gentle hearts that ne'er have known, 
Save of loyey one ſecret! ſting, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 
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3 filent Breeze of noon, to thee | 
The proudeſt boſom ſtill * free. 

With fofteſt murmur greet dhe maid, 

To whoſe cold heart my vows are paid. 

Full oft to thee, ſweet ſoothing gueſt, 

She looſens all her ſnowy breaſt ; 165 

And, oh, no gently ſwelling ſail, 

That opens to thy paſſing gale, | 

E'er heav'd fo lovely to the fight, 

As heaves that breaſt of ſoft delight, 
Than winter's ſhroud more white. 


Each charm, which you alone may ſee, 
Returning, tell to none but me. | 
Search all that courts or ſhuns the eye, 
And mingle with her parting ſigh: 


n 
Thy breath; chenoe fraughtowith dalmy power, = 
On every weed ſhall leave a flower: TRY n c 11.5 | / 
Yet none like that falr-rofe Mull beguon! 
Which dyes her: cheek; when Kify'd by ther: 
The Morning's ee el ol Dit? 


The blooming ſpring, r e, torr ge al 
nn 32 2101 1119 Wen 
a 34 101 Deere 1716 34 3 
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No Sun mall drink its fiken ia «i bid 4 Wo 

No wint'ry Blaſts its dyes £onfume e: | | 

Grief ne'er ſhall raiſe her banners pale, 

Where now thoſe tints of health prevail. 

But Youth ſhall feed the glowing dyes, 

Unſtain'd by Sorrow's withering fighs : 

For ah, too well, alas! I know 

She ne'er can feel a Lover's woe: 

For had ſhe known the ſecret pain, 

She ne'er would wound, with ſuch diſdain, 8 | 
A heart, that pines in vain. 1 


240) 
| Ah ! -plead, ſweet Breeze, a Lover's part. 
f And pour thy mildneſs o'er her heart. 
# | Ah, ſay, though Time goes: ſoftly paſt, 
| He marks his footſteps plain at laſt ; 
| "I And leaves them in the faireſt face, | 
In waining Beauty's vacant place. | 10 
„ Her cruel ſcorn at leaſt reptove, 
| Wy For ſcorn's a hard reward for love. 
M Ah, bid her not that power abuſe, 
4 Ah, bid her not that heart trefuſe, 
| Which the may grieve to loſe. 
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OWEET wad bud, oh ant fr, od dt 
For penſive ſcenes, fince thou canſt quit 
Society's uppleafing throng, | 
And lov'ſt None to tune thy ſong - 1 
The naked thorn now bids thee fer 


4 
41 


A bleaker, ruder ſeaſon neoe r: 
Still to my vine- bound window come, 
And ſhare the Poet's ſcanty cerum. 8 5 Q 


Enjoy my hearth's warm chearing he. 
From cold and want ſtill ſure to meet 
A friendly ſafe retreat. 


. 
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The herd will ſeek the - friendly fal, Ld Sk 

The groves laſt tarniſh'd leaf will fall, 

And ſoon a keener blaſt will blow, 

And ſcatter wide the gathering ſnow ; 
9001 9593 07 aan oi 15d3 nö en 


f 0 26 ) 
Pay then _ viſit, void of dread, 
For here oper morn thy meal III ſpend 0 
And greet b joy each ale return,” 
*Till taught by gratitude, you a = 
The courage want inſpir'&' before, 
And fear to venture down no more 6 


But bay truſt the floor.” © 
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For ever from his threſhold fly, 

Who, void of honour, once thall try, 
With baſe inhoſpitable breaſt t. 

To bar the freedom of his gueſt. 

O rather ſeek the peaſant's ſhedß j, 


For he will give the waſted brad. 
And fear ſome new calartiny®* ?, be 5210+ mol! 
Should any there ſpread ſhares for the, 
Still welcome here thy viſit pay, 
Thy notes ſhall chear the low” ring 1 

And ſmooth thy Poet's lay. wb: 
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© A cGuntry ſuperſtition 8 it is kth to keep Robins. 
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Oe 1 Diced OF 4a FRIEND. 


} 
| Ta E trembling dews hang githering round 
the thorn, ahi oy 
And deeper ſhades grow faſt upon the fight, 
Mild evening comes, but comes with ſtep fotlorn, 


And big with images of paſt delight. 


£ 


For oh the allow ſod unſettled yet, 
N Tho' many an eye ſheds there a ſoft' ning thow'r, 
Lies looſe o'er him who lov'd with me to quit 
The crowds of life, to ſhare this penfive hour, 
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| Where'es I turn each well known ſpot can ſhow, | 
Some trace of pleaſures to return no more, ; 

O'er each accuſtom'd path, my tears ſhould flow, 
To waſh ſome print where he has trod before. 
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„ Gan) 
Turn, gentle paſſenger, his tomb to view, 

For oh near Vonder tow ring ſpire it lies, 
Like which, ir virtue had her honours due, 
I reverend grandeur it en 20 the ſkies. 
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Vet vain the pomp. that wins the vulgar eye, 
In coſtly tombs forgotten tenants reſt, 
Whilſt ſome in ruder oak ſtill deathleſs ls, 


; El leave a monument in every breaſt, 


Vain is the ſculptor's art, or trophy'd tomb, 


Virtue alone the grave's cold chill can bear, 
Virtue alone can ſhine thro? all its gloom ; 
The! world's proud fickly bloſſoms wither t there. 
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With ſlow and filent ſtep draw gently near,— 
If worldly views engage thy bufy heart, 

Take from the dead one leſſon for thy tear, 
And | weighing well the mournful truth depart. 
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Ah 
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Ah think, then child of earth! e'er hence you go, 
What future life may have i in ſtore for thee. 

Dare thou not meet death's nar andFertain blow 2 
Sleep not the dead from pain, from fickneſs free? 
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Feel they the poor man ow, the Pogue man's 
ſa? EE | m9 


And who. art than has theſe ſhalt never know? 
Of all her ſons has N ature cut thee off 5 | 


From hy inheritance, thy f ſhare of was ? 


No! thour't a man, confeſs jt with a figh, _.. 


„„ 


Learn then to prize the bleſſings of the.grave, | 


| Go and give, thanks that thou waſt form'd to die, 


They cell the proudeſt tyrant, he's a flave. 
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O. Heaven: born ſpirit ! beam of faireſt light, 
Child of the mind, whoſe viſions ſwell thy lay, 

Who ſcorn'ſt the world's trait limits in thy flight, 
Whoſe touch the ſcatter'd forms of things obey. 


:| "Thy ſecret impulſe which awakes the ſoul, 
Bids heaventy figures riſe from whence we trace 
| Theſweet reſemblance = whilſtyou weave the whole, 
Spreading the ſoft'ning tints with ſweeteſt grace. 


Come to thy Poet's breaſt, diſpel his fears 
Of her diſdain, whom he has: lov'd fo long; 
For full-ſwol'n ſorrow with her briny tears, 
O'erwhelms his ſoul and mingles in his ſong. 


4 | 1 Drowns 


C807 

Drowns each warm thought, as when the ſalt - ſea 

breaks by "240d 

Oer. all its limits, and with „n 770 F 
Devours the ſweetneſs of the cryſtal lakes, 

Pollutes each ſtream , and _=—_ the meadow's 

pride. | "©: | 
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Come to my breaſt, which firſt was taught by.thee 
Jo ſcorn dull Art and Study's wrinkled brow, 
Call into life the withered buds of thought, 
And wake the lyre, which none can wake out 
thou. * 21 
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R EST, fair Maid! O reſt thee here, 
Where theſe willow'd waters flow ; 


The noon-tide-gale ſhall fill thine ear, |} 


And, murmuring,:breathe the words of wot. 


If ſecret grief has taught thy mind 
To ſhun the crowd and mourn apart, 
In penfive filence here reclin'd, 


Indulge the figh that ſwells thy heart. 


Think not the ſtone, which now ſuſtains | 
Vour arm of ſnow, was planted here 
By careleſs hands; theſe worn remains 

Demand a ſad and pious tear. 


1 | | N Though 


( 35) 
Though Time, which fills up every wound, 
Has elos'd with moſs the ſculptur'd name; 
Though creeping weeds, that twine around, 
Haye hid it from the Aach of Fare ; 


And though Oblivion opens flow 
Her boſom to its finking weight, 

| Vet Echo heard the ſhricks.of wor, 
8 And dan the mournful Tale ehe ? 


And when in many a year one maid, 
As mild of heart, as chaſte, as fair, 
As ſhe, whoſe aſhes here are laid, 
Wyoocs to this ſpot the evening air. 


The hollow breeze. ſhall ſooth her breaſt 
With Echo's Tale, and claim a tear: 
For ſhe, your mind, your charms poſſeſs'd,, | 
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(36) 
The kia of 'Nitare form'd her Rik, | 


To move eſteem i in every Pte; 
For gentle blood and native Brace; 


And 3 and love were there expreſs'd. 


oe 


Where theſe" ſoft waves in filence flow, 
At evening's cloſe; the youth the Tought ; 

Whoſe eyes firſt taught her cheek to glow, 

Fluſh'd with a warm and tender thought. 


The ſhrill winds whiſtled round her head, 
And dirkrieſs'mock'd'the nrg eye; 
Foul night her raven locks had fpread. 
Wet with- thick damps thro” all the ſky; 


The ruthleſs Blaſt ſung through her hair, 
But patient Hope her fears allayd; 

| And when her cold lips breath'd 2 Profle, 

Not for herfelf that prayer was made. 
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She 


(370) 
She wander'd round the deſtin'd place, 
And liſten d oft and wept through fear; 


The rude brier tore her, beauteous face, 1 201 
And mix d with blood the falling tear. 8 


At length ſhe found hoy love, ſhe tought . 
He ſlept, the cold ground was his bed ; 
mung his ſtony hand ſhe caught, * 
She any, nor * knew ory call'd the dead. 
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For he had met his ſecret foe; 
Unarm'd, alas! in vain he ſtrove; 
A Rival's malice aim'd the blow, 


In dire revenge of flighted love. 


All pierc'd with wounds, and warm in blood, 
He dragg'd the breathleſs body here , 1 

In cruel ſport ; ſhe ſhriek' d aloud, 
And rent with cries the troubled air. 
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(63809 
Her fair locks to the winds the gave, 
And ſought, with frantic-grief- poſſeſs'd, 
This guilty Arearn; the ruthleſs wave ; 
Clos'd oer het head, ſhe funk to reſt. 


By pious hands this lone was laid, 
By pious eyes 'twas water'd 0: er: | 
Such was her fate. For thee, fair | maid, 
Heaven keep a happier lot in ſtore. 
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| O Turn not, 3 3 the words of woe, 
One moment's pitying pauſe at leaſt beſtow. 
The ſterneſt juſtice can to none deny, 

The common. grace of pleading ere they die, 
When only mercy can the doom revoke, 
Yet Juſtice often. mourns the lifted ſtroke; 
Relents, tho' fix d her dread reſolve ſhe keeps, 
And like the cold unſoftened marble weeps. 
Fear not leſt ſofter pity mix a charm 

In theſe ſad lines thy anger to diſarm, 

Tho' I ſhould paint. the priſon: * whence I write, 
Vet you have doomd me to a per ak 
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* Inan e ſent 5 her to "A, which Mr. 1 — 
juſtly commends for its beautiful fimplicity ; the repreſents 
her confinement as very rigorous, . her letter 4 chad 
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(4) 
To Death—from that dread name why ſhrinks my 
Heart ? » 
Nature, great Nature, will perform her part. 
Dire is the ſhock which checks the genial flood 
The life-warm flow of animated blood. 
From Death's tremendous ſteep in vain we try 
Downward to ſend an open, dauntleſs eye; 
Each riſing fear | in vain would hope controul, 
The head will ſwim and fickneſs feize the ſoul. 
Tho? us'd Misfortune's blackeſt frowns to view, 
The wretch till ſhudders at Death's dreaded hue. 
Shall then a woman, nurs'd in thoughts ſerene, 
Whoſe eyes the faireſt front of things have ſeen, 
View him unmov'd in this worſt ſhape appear, 
Nor feelthatſhock which ſtrikesthe bravewith fear. 


Baſe envy marked me from her ſecret ſtand, 
Vet pin'd in vain till arm'd-by your command. 


By all my ſervice full indeed of Love 


When with. thy cutting cold neglect I ſtrove, | 
By every pang my boſom then endur'd 


Without complaint, by every tye conjur d, 


Ah 


(41) 


Ah, from thy breaſt her venom'd ſerpents tear; 
And Heaven ſhall nouriſh peace for ever there. 
If e er in happier hours my name was dear, 
And carried ſoft delight to Henry's ear, 
If Mother added to the name of Wife 

Can move thee, ſhun the Foes who ſeek my Life. 
For ſooner Nature ſhall forget her Laws 
Than, black ſuſpicion find a real cauſ. 
Deaf to their arts let Innocence prevail, 

For Henry's heart could never forge the tale. 
Yet Henry's heart too ſoon the tale receiv'd, | 
Well pleas'd for ſecret ends to ſeem deceiv d. 
Their whiſpers elſe no more could ſhake thy love 
Than feeble winds the mountain's baſe can move. 
The mine of future ruin-lurks within, 

Such dire convulſions at the heart begin. 


But if mM heart has pall'd upon my love, | 
' Muſt Death the object from your eyes remove? 
If in Vour Joy theſe arms no more are. bleſt, 
Moſt Death be call'd to ſnatch me from, Your 
| breaſt? 


Thy 


| (42) 

Thy Hand has rooted from its genial bed 
The tender plant, its faireſt leaves are ſhed ; 
Ah, let it harmleſs then in peace decay, 
Nor ſtoop to cruſh what ſoon muſt fade away. 
When waſting woes the ſprings of Life infeſt, 
And Death remains my only place of reſt, 

{ Theſe languid veins unequal to the ſtrife 
Will drop the treaſure of exhauſted Life. 
Plunge not in ſudden night the laſt faint ray 
Of feeble Nature's faſt declining day. 

In ſome obſcure retirement let me wait, 

Dead to the world and thee, the ſtroke of fate. 
THI Heaven engroſs, releas'd from worldly care, 
That heart intire which you once deign'd to ſhare, 
__ Oh let ſome Convent's holy walls receive 

* | My faded form, the world I'll gladly leave, 

WE! | For humble was my boſom's earlieſt bent, 

| 1 In quiet ſcenes and peaceful thoughts content. 

Thus Fortune found me, bleſt in thoughts ſerene, 
With eyes ne'er roving to a brighter ſcene. 
With all her arts ſhe ſougkt to win my ear, 

And bade her faireſt viſions all _ | 


With 


(43) 
With ſofteſt care the rais'd me in her arms, 
And whiſpered till to reſt my firſt muten | 
Warm in her open boſom borne away, a 
We gain'd the confines of a brighter day : 
With ſoothing words ſhe lull'd each riſing fear, 
And ſhow'dand gavewhatprouder minds hold dear. 
But &'cr I well perceiv'd the gathering frown, 
The op'd her treacherous arms and hurPd me down, 
Down to deſpair and death ; no hopes elate, 
N o vain ambition merited the fate. 
Thus fall'n, ah, let me in ſome holy ſeat, 
A wretched outcaſt find a laſt retreat. Ps 
There let me pour in prayers my parting breath, - 
Till all my hopes and fears reſolve in Death. . + 
With conſtant vows I'll weary Heaven to ſhed 
Its mercies and forgiveneſs on your Head. 
And if the Grave to happier ſcenes ſhould lead, 
n there petition mercy for thy deed. | 
But ſhould the tain of blood pollute thy heart, | 
; N 0 Saint dares vindicate a murderer's part. | | | 
Ah, ſhun a crime whoſe foul and hated dye, WIR: 
Mercy herſelf beholds with fickning eye. 


(44). 


And which, whilſt awful Juſtice holds her ſway, 
Redeeming Sorrow cannot wipe away. 

The Blood of Innocence though ſpilt by Kings, 
Potent as ſpells, works ſtrange and ſignal things; 
One drop in retributions equal ſcale, 


Will fink- the poiſe and over all prevail; 
The guiltleſs victim's laſt expiring groan, 
Has power to ſhake the proudeſt monarch's throne. 


Ar leaſt remit, though pity plead in vain, 
The rigor of choſe hours which yet remain; 
For nought but horrors dwell around me here, 
And wake the thought of death with doubled fear ; 


When calmer thoughts my boſom ſhould PRPore, | 
The groan of agony diſturbs my prayer; 


No friend is here to mix her tears with mine, 


To raiſe my drooping eyes to views divine; 
To hear what anxious thoughts my mind employ, 


And point to realms of light and laſting joy. 


But wherefore fhrinks my ſoul ? why fear to go 
Where bleſsful harveſts foring from ſeeds of woe; 
| I ſhall 


('45') 
I half but live, if fate the ſtroke delays, * MY 
To waſte in miſery a few ſad days 
Which wake me to no duties, no delights, 
When hope to better brighter ſcenes' invites, 
Twere beſt to earth at once the load to caſt, 
Than drag it till it fink me down at laſt; © 
Come, Reſignation ! teach me how to meet, 
The awful day that makes thy work compleat: : 
Teach me that all my hopes of j joy now lie 
Within the circle of thy patient eye, 
Teach me to change with joy and brow ſerene, 
To that of Saint, the dang'rous name of Queen; 8 
The conflicts paſt—the pang of death is or, 
The reſt is diffolution, fear'd no more. 
Yet let one laſt requeſt, than life more dear, y 
Dear as my hopes of heaven, find Henry's car; 
The God who calls me from this reſtleſs earth, 
Gave to a mother's hopes a happy birtn. 
Oh dear Elizabeth! = ſiveet pledge of love! 
MOR than yy fruitleſs tears thy yourk' may move. 
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Though thee no-more her boſom can defend, 
Whom nature makes the firſt and deareſt friend, 
Tho' from her foſt ring care for ever torn, 


Still to thy years no hatred can be borne; 


Oh may her name ſink deep i in Henry” s breaſt, 
And blot the ſtamp away. by wrath impreſs'd ; 


As now my tears which ſtill unbidden riſe, : 
And ruſh from ceaſeleſs ſources to my eyes, 


Sink thro” theſe lines and blot the words of woe; 


Ah, let not dire revenge purſue her blow. 


And when in future years the hand of cine = 


Has form'd her beauties to their fulleſt prime, 


Mark'd in her countenance perhaps ſome trace 
May then appear of wretched Anna's face; 
Perhaps remembrance of one once held dear 
May melt your heart, and ſtart into a tear; 
Ah, by that pious tear conjur'd, relate, 


| And clear, to her at leaſt, from. guik my fare; 


Elſe ſhe will bluſh to hear her mother's Dame, 


And nature's tear conceal with ſecret ſhame. 


Whate'er of love relentleſs fate ſhall leave 
Blank and unfill'd to me, let her receive: 
inn * o 


Secure 


(47) 
Secure of this I'd ſmiling meet my fate, 
I'd call thee good, and merciful as great; 
To Heaven's ſevere decree impute my death, 
And load with prayers for Thee my parting breath, 
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(ows's fevus domitor, fidelis - + 1 
En cliens adſum, ſequor et Cupi daa 1 
Signa captivus tua; Servituss 3 
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Tu mihi redda leviora Tr vici ; 
Tu Per ardentes 6culos amnaingis > SOS" | va 
Qui voluptatem trepidam, ''metamg. "i 
I.ᷓtt fervida fiillas i 


Vota, non olim metuende veſtra | 1 9 
Regna derifi, neq. certiorem | | 5 7 
Dexteram ſprevi rapido triſulei 
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Te meæ Patrem memorem camænæ, 


% 


Te ſui cantùs pariter patronum 


Maſa laudabit, memori celebrans E | 
: Carmine nomen. 5 | 


Nempe quo nuſquam tua dextra flores  _ 

Sparſit indulgens, minime placebit 

1 et t rn docet ars inertes 
item:?! Currere verſus 


Muſa contraQta, fine te laborat,, 5 
Penna, et indignis onerata xigchys,;, | vi 
96 8780 n proprii, tuiq. 


iN 7 Numinis expers. 
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Quæ SAGA, wow” TE $OLVERE THESAtto | 


Macwus VENENIS, . POTERIT Devs ? 
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CILICET me Fatidicus verendd 
Voce predixit fore vulneratum mor 
Spiculis, quæ certa vibrat Corinnæ 


Lumen, Amoris. 


Riſi et haud ultra memini pericla 
Non procul, prædicta mihi, dolore 
Nunc at expletos revoca. filenti 


Mens mea cantus. 


Verba re tandem bene ſunt probata, : | 
At meæ qui vaticinatus olim 


Damna fortunæ | poterit viciſſim 


Ferre levamen ? 


E 3 


Heu parum. Sage valeant venena 

Non mihi, recte neque ter vocata 
Diva nunc luctus Hecate vel ipſa 

5 Tollere poſſit. 


At quidem fallax mihi conditarum 1 
Proditor rerum, fore mitiorem 
een promiſit, facilemq. voto 

nnn Renner Amorem. 
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Tu mez ſed Deliciz Corinna! 
Vindices te carminibus potentem 
Theſſalis que, quibus invocata 

PRIOR Ethera liquit. 


Luna ſub noctem, mea jam benigno 
Qui velut carmen magicum per omne 
er. novos ſenſus ſtimulet, reſolve 
Vincula riſu. 
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J ALIA ferta feram, que munera florea templis 
Digna tuis, adfis quo mihi fauſtus Amor 3 
Miſta roſa myrtus cireum tus fana vireſcant, = 
Vitis amans ulmi pendeat ante fores. | ; 
Illic fi longum teneant mea ſerta virorem 
Gaudebo, noſtræ tum valuere preces: | 400 
Tres modo poſt ſoles referam tibi ſerta Corrinna 4 20 
Non tali ſpernas munera grata Deo. 8 
Sin cito depereant ips!s male lanquida fanis l 
Plorabo, noſtræ tum cecidere preces : | * 
; Sertaq. ſub pedibus calcans mala, triſtis abibo, 
Proq. rosa cingat tempora meſta Salix. 
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Urribus et pothicis 1 circumdata muris 
| Sacrata hie ſteterat Religione domus. 
= Nunc jacet in terram rudis indigeſtaq. moles, 
F Parva tamen decoris ſigna prioris habet. | 
Hos ætas triſtes plorans perſæpe triumphos, 
Sarcire et cupiens quod tulit ipſa malum, 
Tandem hederæ paſſim nutantia mœnia nexu 
Obſtrinxit, penitus nẽ labefacta cadant. 5 
Jam vitæ impatiens, luctu perculſus acerbo, 
n Seu tulerat vulnus mors, vel iniquus amor, 
Forſitan invenit Miſer hic fomenta doloris, | | 
Pacis et ipſe cliens, et pietatis amans. 


— 7 - 


* vet * hoar Tyrant, "levy not 13 to ſpare, 
\ Relented, when he ſtruck its finiſh'd pride; 
And partly the rude ravage to repair, 


The tott'ring towers with twiſted ivy ty'd. 


CunninGHAM. 


N empe 


6880 
Nempe ſenex illic clauſtris ſecluſus opacis | 
Suaviter annorum triſte trahebat onus. 
Ah füge! fi dederit tibi mentem ſedibus iſtis 
Natura inviſam, fic leviora juvent. 
Si dederit fine fonte oculos, fine pondere mentem 
Prima Parens, Levitas ſeu mala, fiſte pedem. 
Vel tacite ignotos hoſpes mirare dolores, 
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Or ee F ns ſub f pedtore 'regnum, 
Tun pa rg curis non operata _:. 
Melpomene, veros rerum Tu ſola colores 
Obſervans, animi turgida vota regis. 
: Tu tacite repetis mæſtæ veſtigia mentis, 
Dum dolor in lacrymis paſcitur ipſe ſuis. 
Quis rogat obſcuras ſolum reptare per umbras 
Cur juvat ? et triſti fundere voce modos, 
Cur juvat et greſſu media ſub nocte ſilenti 
Sæpe ſepulcrales mortis adire domos ? 
Credat me nunquam gazis Orientis et Indi 
Hanc hore ſacram vertere velle moram. 


| | Cum miſeris vitæ rebus curiſq. relictis 
Prædulci luctu mens, lacrymiſq. vacat. 
4 Es Nulla peto, tacite mærens, fomenta doloris, 


Nulla medela placet, nam placet ipſe dolor. 
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Rowa Gutta, levi Zephyro que dplęior hortis 
Sub nocte incertum dat tremulumq. Jubar, 

Vix uni vitreis irrorat nocte liguſtrum * 
Gemmis, nec ecefurn ſole tenente 'manet. 

Non ita continuo fletu noſtra irrigat "ofa : 
Lacryma, quod fundat ſemper ocellus habet. 

Ecce breves, madidis quas nigrans diſcutit alis 
Auſter, aquæ fuduth dant, renovantq. diem. 

Et meus urget aquas oculus, ſed nübila mentis 
Creſcunt, poſt lacrymas nec minus atra dies. 


Nam triſtes lacrymæ et miſerum teſtantia luctum 


Lumina, te minime dura Corinna! movent. 
Sed mihi ploranti cum Tu modo lenis bells 
Subrides, cadit et lacryma, abitq. dolor. 
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AMIco ETONENSIL 


N tui immemorem dunqusm, me F ata 
retardant. 1 
Te procul, et mediis bic. poſuere Sul 
Dum tibi Noce arridens non ulla negavit 
Gaudia, quæ virtus in in ſua jura trahit. 
Utere Fortunk,, tua nunc pars aurea vitæ 
Ferrea dum nobis ſtamina Fata moyent. 


Ter j juvenis felix quem nondum ſerior ætas 


111 11 


Edocuit quid fit fata finiſtra pati 
Cui Mane inviſum non unquam fulſit, inerti 
Cui non ulla dies currere viſa gradu. 
Oh quoties notis gaudet mens noſtra reverti 
Sedibus, oh quoties error amicus abit ! 
Spe juvat vita dulci ſub imagine rerum 
Preterita ſolito poſſe tenore frui. 
Tunc acri anxietas dulcedine miſta ſerenat | 
5 ; | Pectora, 
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8 (en 
pectora, Lætitiâ dulcior iſte dolor. 

Felix quem ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres 
Spectat, quemq. ſuo mulcet Etona ſinu. 

Qua non ulla gravem facies-teſtath dolorem, | 
Qua vigil anxietas nil fibi ſedis habet. | 

Prima illic, longi nobis ſolamen in annos, | 
Purus amicitiz ſemina nutrit amor. | 

O foveat nobis illa ætas ſemina, mefſem —/,” 
Serior ut nunquam lædere poffit hyems. 

O durent hæc prima diu veſtigia corde 
Non abolenda tuo, non abolenda meo. 3 a 

O nunquam pereat nota jucundiſſima mentis, 
Quam potius tempus firmet, alatq. dies. 
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AD EUNDEM. 


Eccr iterum renovat dulces mea muſa labores, 
Et rurſus ſolitum Carminis urget opus. 
Cum comitis perſtrinxit amor mea corda relicti, 
Labitur in molles mæſta querela modos. 
Et cum dilectam memorat mens triſtis Etonam 
In numeros faciles repere verba ſolent. 
Tempore non ullo mea muſa filebit Etonam, 
Nam dedit ipſa cani, poſcit et ipſa modos. 
Illà jampridem vixit ſub tefte beatum, 
Tempora nunc pectus novit amara pati. 
Doctrinæꝗ fitim, dedit et mihi carminis artem, 
Te ſimul, his donum charius, illa dedit. 
- Muneris et nuuquam moreretur gratia tanti, 
Nam ſolum hoc fati jure neceſq. caret. 
Preteriit noſtræ velox aurora diei. 
4 u tamen es felix, non ego mæſtus ero. 
XA. IA : Jam 


11 
Jam noſtra infuſis miſcentur mella venenis 
Cur querimur ? maneant pocula pura tibi. 


Fortunam objurgo minime quod dona recuſat, 

Abnuit iſta mihi, ſed dedit iſta tibi 

Illius æqua parum quantumvis dextra videtut 
Quiſq. tamen trutinam quod bene complet, habet 

Nam fi in deliciis habuit te diva beatum 

Que tibi ſors felix, fit quoq, favſta mii. 


